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One of the most frequent questions we often ask ourselves and others is, “what really is this 
life all about?”  
 
At different points of our lives, life can be as gentle as the first snowfall of the winter or as 
devastating as a torrential downpour. It can also be as sturdy and reliable as a mountain or 
fickle like the shifting sands of a dune. The metaphors are plenty but none seek to explain the 
crux of the matter—they merely tell us what we already know. Of course the answers are just 
as many as the questioners may be; not only that but also the answers that come from our 
own understanding keep donning a new form—at times we look at it as b&w and at others, it 
takes on millions of colours. 

What some may consider as a frustrating process, actually is rather interesting for a few who 
instead of wanting to zero in impatiently on the answer to the riddle, may take their time and 
enjoy the adventure of finding the exit in this most perplexing maze, for they know that each 
time they stumble upon a new opening, albeit the wrong one, it is only by  trial and error and 
systematic elimination, that they will lead themselves out; in other words, by finding out what 
life isn’t, they discover the answer that has up till that defining moment been eluding them.  

Even though not all of us are natural-born Sherlocks, each of us still has to, at some point or 
the other, get involved in solving the big mystery. Since it isn’t something we can weasel out 
of, our attitude is what counts. If we trudge laboriously, the way will assume the nature of a 
bog. Instead, perhaps if we consider it as a game which lacks any sense of competition but 
one in which every participant is a winner in the end, we may in fact, stumble upon the 
missing pieces and finish the puzzle sooner than we thought.  

Perhaps that’s what life is about – simply finding out what it’s about.  

Until the next time… 
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Our theme for the next two issues is “Qualities Required in Spiritual Endeavour”.  For July, 
we have selected a flower with the spiritual significance ‘Ascension’.    

 

Spiritual Name  Ascension 
“Stage by stage one climbs towards the Consciousness.” 

Botanical Name Leonotis nepetifolia 

Common Name Annual lion's ear  
 
General Description 

Ascension is an erect, loosely branched wayside annual. The stems are strongly angled and 
the leaves are smooth with coarsely toothed margins, triangular in shape. The flowers are 
small velvety orange and are borne in rounded, spiny clusters that encircle the stems so that it 
looks as though the stems are growing through the middle of the clusters.  
 
It can be propagated easily from seed, and under favourable conditions will self sow. 
Ascension is a coarse textured, rather gangly plant and not well suited for formal or very tidy 
gardens. But it is an absolute favourite with hummingbirds who come for its nectar. 

 
 
 
 



The Mother on Ascension  
 
By Yoga you leave the mechanical round of Nature in which you are an ignorant slave, 
a helpless and miserable tool, and rise into another plane where you become a conscious 
participant and a dynamic agent in the working out of a Higher Destiny.  

This movement of the consciousness follows a double line. First of all there is an 
ascension; you raise yourself out of the level of material consciousness into superior ranges. 
But this ascension of the lower into the higher calls a descent of the higher into the lower. 
When you rise above the earth, you bring down too upon earth something of the above,—
some light, some power that transforms or tends to transform its old nature.  

And then these things that were distinct, disconnected and disparate from each other—the 
higher in you and the lower, the inner and the outer strata of your being and con-sciousness—
meet and are slowly joined together and gradually they fuse into one truth, one harmony.  

* 

A quiet call, a conviction that in this ascension towards the realisation you are never walking 
all alone and a faith that whenever help is needed it is there, will lead you through, easily and 
securely. 

* 

Spiritual ascension: fearless, regular, uninterrupted. 

The Mother 
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Wrong Thoughts and Thought Control 

We often receive questions from aspirants, who are not satisfied with their present lives, who 
are trying to find a meaning in their lives, a deeper reason for why things happen as they do, 

and who are searching for a light to guide them in their actions. 
 

Each month we take a question of this nature and present an answer based on the writings of  
Sri Aurobindo and the Mother, with the belief that this could be of help to a larger number of 

persons. We welcome further comments on making our endeavour beneficial to all. 

We believe we are rational organised beings.  But if watch ourselves closely, we find that our 
mind is more like a market-place where all types of thoughts are jostling about in complete 

confusion and disorder.  And it is extremely difficult to bring some sort of a control and 
mastery in the mind. 

We also find that thoughts often come and go in a random manner, and have no special effect 
or significance.  But, at times, there are some thoughts which we know to be bad, wrong or 

negative.  We would like to get rid of them, but the more we try to push them away, the more 
they come back and harass us. 

A question was asked once to the Mother related to the functioning of the mind. 

Question :  Why do we have bad thoughts?  From where do they come?  Why is thought 
control so difficult?  How can it be done? 

Here is the Mother’s answer, as she explained it to the children in a class, in a simple and 
practical manner. 

Bad Thoughts 

There can be several reasons for that. In fact there are several reasons. It may be due to a bad 
nature—if people have nasty feelings, these nasty feelings can be the cause of nasty thoughts. 

It may be the opposite. Perhaps they are wide open to all sorts of suggestions from outside 
and, as I said, these suggestions enter them and gradually create nasty feelings. It may be due 

to subconscious influences which are conflicting precisely because they are uncontrolled. 
When these influences rise to the surface, instead of being controlled and those which are 

undesirable refused, everything is allowed to enter as it likes, the doors are open. 

You are bathed in all kinds of things—good, bad, neutral, luminous, dark; it’s all there, and 
each one’s consciousness should, in principle, act as a filter. You should receive only what 

you want to receive, you should think only what you want to think; and then, you should not 
allow these thoughts to be changed into feelings and actions without formal authorisation.  

 



Our Field of Work  

In fact, this is the very purpose of physical existence. Each person is an instrument for 
controlling a certain set of vibrations which represent his particular field of work; each one 
must receive only the ones which are in conformity with the divine plan and refuse the rest. 

But not one in a thousand does that. You do it a little, half consciously, due to the friction of 
circumstances and surroundings, but as for doing it deliberately, surely there are very few 

human beings who do it deliberately; and even when it’s done deliberately, to do it in the true 
way and with the true knowledge, that indeed is still more exceptional. 

Thought Control 

Thought-control! Who can control his thoughts? Only those who have trained themselves to 
it, who have tried hard since their childhood. 

There is the whole range, you see, from total lack of control, which for most people comes to 
this: it is their thoughts which rule them and not they their thoughts. The vast majority of 

people are troubled by thoughts they cannot get rid of, which literally possess them, and they 
don’t have the power to close the door of their active consciousness to these thoughts. Their 

thoughts govern them, rule them.  

You hear people saying every day, “Oh! That thought, all the time it comes back to me, again 
and again, and I can’t get rid of it!” So they are assailed by all kinds of things, from anxiety 

to ill-will and fear. Thoughts which express dread are extremely troublesome; you try to send 
them away, they return like a rubber band and fall back on you. Who has control? It requires 
years of labour and such a long practice. And so, to come to something which is not complete 

control but anyway already represents a stage: to have the ability to do this in your head 
(Mother moves her hand across her brow), to annul all the movements, to stop the vibrations. 

And the mental surface becomes smooth. Everything stops, as when you open a book at a 
blank page—but almost materially, you understand... blank! 

Try a little when you are at home, you will see, it is very interesting. 

Sri Aurobindo’s Action  

And so, one follows the place in one’s head where the little point is dancing. I have seen—I 
have seen Sri Aurobindo doing this in somebody’s head, somebody who used to complain of 
being troubled by thoughts. It was as if his hand reached out and took hold of the little black 
dancing point and then did this (gesture with the finger-tips), as when one picks up an insect, 
and he threw it far away. And that was all. All still, quiet, luminous.... It was clearly visible 

like this, you know, he took it out without saying anything—and it was over. 

And things are very closely interdependent: I also saw the case when someone came to him 
with an acute pain somewhere: “Oh, it hurts here! Oh, it hurts! Oh!...” He said nothing, he 
remained calm, he looked at the person, and I saw, I saw something like a subtle physical 
hand which came and took hold of the little point dancing about in disorder and confusion, 

and he took it like this (same gesture) and there, everything had gone. 

The Mother 



 

The Mother's commentaries on the Dhammapada were given between August 1957 and September 1958 to the 
members of Her Friday class at the Ashram Playground. After reading a chapter of the text, the Mother spoke 
about the points which interested Her and then asked the class to meditate on them. She did not systematically 
discuss all the Dhammapada verses, but she did cover most of the central ideas in the text.  

We will be reproducing each of the sessions in order of sequence in this series.  

The Adept  

Share this     Print this    Write to us  

The Mother          
______________________________________________________________  

No sorrow exists for one who has completed his journey, who has let fall all cares, who is 
free in all his parts, who has cast off all bonds. 

Those who are heedful strive always and, like swans leaving their lakes, leave one home after 
another. 

Those who amass nothing, who eat moderately, who have perceived the emptiness of all 
things and who have attained unconditioned liberation, their path is as difficult to trace as 
that of a bird in the air. 

One for whom all desires have passed away and who has perceived the emptiness of all 
things, who cares little for food, who has attained unconditioned liberation, his path is as 
difficult to trace as that of a bird in the air. 

Even the Gods esteem one whose senses are controlled as horses by the charioteer, one who 
is purged of all pride and freed from all corruption. 

One who fulfils his duty is as immovable as the earth itself. He is as firm as a celestial pillar, 
pure as an unmuddied lake; and for him the cycle of births is completed. Calm are the 
thoughts, the words and the acts of one who has liberated himself by the true knowledge and 
has achieved a perfect tranquillity. 

The greatest among men is he who is not credulous but has the sense of the Uncreated, who 
has cut all ties, who has destroyed all occasion for rebirth. 

Whether village or forest, plain or mountain, wherever the adepts may dwell, that place is 
always delightful. 

Delightful are the forests which are shunned by the multitude. 



There, the adept, who is free from passion, will find happiness, for he seeks not after 
pleasure. 

There is a very interesting sentence here: “He who is not credulous but has the sense of the 
Uncreated....” 

One who is not credulous—all kinds of things can be understood from this word. The first 
impression is that it refers to one who does not believe in invisible things without having an 
experience of them, as distinct from people who follow, for example, a particular religion and 
have faith in dogmas simply because that is what they have been taught. But he “has the 
sense of the Uncreated”, that is to say, he is in contact with invisible things and knows them 
as they are, by identity. The Dhammapada has told us, to begin with, that the greatest of men 
is he who has no faith in what is taught but has a personal experience of things that are not 
visible, he who is free from all belief and has himself had the experience of invisible things. 

Another explanation can also be given: one who is not credulous is he who does not believe 
in the reality of appearances, in things as we see them, who does not take them for the truth, 
who knows that these are only misleading appearances and that behind them lies a truth that 
is to be found and known by personal experience and by identity.  

And this makes one reflect on the number of things, the countless number of things that we 
believe without any personal knowledge, simply because we have been taught that they are 
like that, or because we are accustomed to think they are like that, or because we are 
surrounded by people who believe that things are like that. If we look at all the things that we 
believe and not only believe but assert with an indisputable authority, “This is like this”, 
“That, but of course it is like that”, “And this thing, yes, it is so....” In truth, however, we 
know nothing about it, it is simply because we are in the habit of thinking that they are like 
that. What are the things that you have experienced personally, with which you have had a 
direct contact, of which you can at least say with sincerity, “I am convinced that it is like that, 
because I have experienced it”? Not many.  

In reality, if you truly want to have knowledge, you must begin by making a very important 
study: verify the things that we have been taught, even the most common and the most 
insignificant. Then you will understand why the text says “the greatest among men”, because 
I do not think that many have made this experiment.  

Just to find out the number of things we believe and assert, simply because it is customary to 
believe and assert them, is indeed a very interesting discovery.  

Now go and look into your thought and consciousness for all the things that you assert 
without proof. You will see! 

28 March 1958  
 

  



 

Totto-Chan 
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Tetsuko Kuroyanagi 
______________________________________________________________  

Totto-chan is a recollection of memories spent while growing up, during which the school 
that the protagonist/author studied in created a lasting influence. Tomoe, was an unusual 
school in Tokyo during World War II, run by the rather unconventional headmaster Sosaku 
Kobayashi, who believed in freedom of expression and activity. Relying on natural methods 
of learning, and allowing each child to explore with his or her world, with little pressure of 
time and other orthodox rules generally applied in most schools, Tomoe and its students who 
studied in railways cars instead of concrete classrooms seems to have been a bold and 
beautiful experiment, especially for those times.  

Totto-chan is a highly recommended reading for not just those connected directly to the 
world of education but also parents who are often products of the “old” system.  

Given below are some random excerpts translated by Dorothy Britton.  

Lessons at Tomoe 

Going to school in a railroad car seemed unusual enough, but the seating arrangements turned 
out to be unusual, too. At the other school each pupil was assigned a specific desk. But here 
they were allowed  to sit anywhere they liked at any time. 

After a lot of thought and a good look around, Totto-chan decided to sit next to the girl who 
had come after her that morning because the girl was I wearing a pinafore with a long-eared 
rabbit on it. 

The most unusual thing of all about this school, however, was the lessons themselves.  

Schools normally schedule one subject, for example, Japanese, the first period, when you just 
do Japanese; then say, arithmetic the second period, when you just do arithmetic. But here it 
was quite different. At the beginning of the first period, the teacher made a list of all the 
problems and questions in the subjects to be studied that day. Then she would say, "Now, 
start with any of these you like." 

So whether you started on Japanese or arithmetic or something else didn't matter at all. 
Someone who liked composition might be writing something, while behind you someone 
who liked physics might be boiling something in a flask over an alcohol burner, so that a 
small explosion was liable to occur in any of the classrooms.  



This method of teaching enabled the teachers to observe as the children progressed to higher 
grades what they were interested in as well as their way of thinking and their character. It was 
an ideal way for teachers to really get to know their pupils.  

As for the pupils, they loved being able to start with their favorite subject, and the fact that 
they had all day to cope with the subjects they disliked meant they could usually manage 
them somehow. So study was mostly independent, with pupils free to go and consult the 
teacher whenever necessary. The teacher would come to them, too, if they wanted, and 
explain any problem until it was thoroughly understood. "Then pupils would be given further 
exercises to work at alone. It was study in the truest sense of the word, and it meant there 
were no pupils just sitting inattentively while the teacher talked and explained. 

The first grade pupils hadn't quite reached the stage of independent study, but even they were 
allowed to start with any subject they wanted. Some copied letters of the alphabet, some drew 
pictures, some read books, and some even did calisthenics. The girl next to Totto-chan 
already knew all her alphabet and was writing it into her notebook. It was all so unfamiliar 
that Totto-chan was a bit nervous and unsure what to do.     

Just then the boy sitting behind her got up and walked toward the blackboard with his 
notebook, apparently to consult the teacher. She sat at a desk beside the blackboard and was 
explaining something to another pupil. Totto-chan stopped looking around the room and, with 
her chin cupped in her hands, fixed her eyes on his back as he walked. The boy dragged his 
leg, and his whole body swayed dreadfully. Totto-chan wondered at first if he was doing it on 
purpose, but she soon realized the boy couldn't help it. Totto-chan went on watching him as 
the boy came back to his desk. Their eyes met. The boy smiled. Totto-chan hurriedly smiled 
back. When he sat down at the desk behind her-it took him longer than other children to sit 
down-she turned around and asked, "Why do you walk like that?" 

He replied quietly, with a gentle voice that sounded intelligent, "1 had polio." 

"Polio?" Totto-chan repeated," never having heard the word before.  

"Yes, polio," he whispered. ''It's not only my leg, but my hand, too." He held it out. Totto-
chan looked at his left hand. His long fingers were bent and looked as if they were stuck 
together. 

"Can't they do anything about it?" she asked, concerned. He didn't reply, and Totto-chan 
became embarrassed, wishing she hadn't asked. But the boy said brightly, "My name's 
Yasuaki Yamamoto. What's yours?"  

She was so glad to, hear him speak in such a cheerful voice that she replied loudly, "'I'm 
Totto-chan." 

That's how Yasuaki Yamamoto and Totto-chan became friends.   

The sun made it quite hot inside the train. Someone opened a window. The fresh spring 
breeze blew through the car and tossed the children's hair about with carefree abandon. 

In this way Totto-chan's first day at Tomoe began. 



Sea food and Land food  

Now it was time for "something from the ocean and something from the hills," the lunch hour 
Totto-chan had looked forward to so eagerly. 

The headmaster had adopted the phrase to describe a balanced meal – the kind of food he ex-
pected you to bring for lunch in addition to your rice. Instead of the usual "Train your 
children to eat everything," and "Please see that they bring a nutritiously balanced lunch," this 
headmaster asked parents to include in their children's lunchboxes "something from the ocean 
and something from the hills."  

"Something from the ocean" meant sea food - (things such as fish and tsukuda-ni (tiny 
crustaceans and the like boiled in. soy sauce and sweet sake), while "something from the 
hills" meant food from the land – like  vegetables, beef, pork, and chicken. 

Mother was very impressed by this and thought that few headmasters were capable of 
expressing  such an important rule so simply. Oddly enough, just having to choose from two 
categories made preparing lunch seem simpler. And besides, the headmaster pointed out that 
one did not have to think too hard or be extravagant to fulfill the two requirements. … 

Sometimes a mother had been too busy and her child had only something from the hills, or 
only something from the ocean. But never mind. As the headmaster made his round of 
inspection, his wife followed him, wearing a cook's apron and holding a pan in each hand. If 
the headmaster stopped in front of a pupil saying, "Ocean," she would dole out a couple of 
boiled chikuwa (fish rolls) from the "Ocean" saucepan, and if the headmaster said, "Hills," 
out would come some chunks of soy-simmered potato from the "Hills" saucepan. 

No one would have dreamed of saying, "I don't like fish rolls," any more than thinking what a 
fine lunch so-and-so has or what a miserable lunch poor so-and-so always brings. The 
children’s only concern was whether they had satisfied the two requirements – the ocean and 
the hills – and if so their joy was complete and they were all in good spirits. 

“Chew It Well!"  

Normally one starts a meal by saying, "Itadakimasu" (1 gratefully partake), but another thing 
that was different at Tomoe Gakuen was that first of all everybody sang a song. The 
headmaster was a musician and he had made up a special "Song to Sing before Lunch." 
Actually, he just made up the words and set them to the tune of the well known round "Row, 
Row, Row Your Boat." The words the headmaster made up went like this: 
 
Chew, chew, chew it well, 
Everything you eat; 
Chew it and chew it and chew it and chew it,  
Your rice and fish and meat!                           

The words fitted the tune of "Row, Row, Row Your Boat" so well that even years later many 
of the pupils firmly believed it had always been a song you sang before eating.         

The headmaster may have made up the song because he had lost some of his teeth, but he was 
always telling the children to eat slowly and take plenty of time over meals while enjoying 



pleasant conversation, so it is more likely he made up this song to remind them of that.      
         

After they had sung the song at the tops of their voices, the children all said "ltadakimasu” 
and settled down to "something from the ocean and something from the hills." 

School Walks 

After lunch Totto-chan played in the school grounds with the others before returning to the 
classroom, where the teacher was waiting for them. "You all worked hard this morning," she 
said, "so  what would you like to do this afternoon?" 

Before Totto-chan could even begin to think about what she wanted to do, there was a unan-
imous shout. 

"A walk!"                                                                   

"All right," said the teacher, and the children all began rushing to the doors and dashing out. 
Totto-chan used to go for walks with Daddy and Rocky (her dog), but she had never heard of 
a school walk and was astounded. She loved walks, however, so she could hardly wait. As 
she was to find out later, if they worked hard in the morning and completed all the tasks the 
teacher had listed on the blackboard, they were generally allowed to go for a walk in the 
afternoon. It was the same whether you were in the first grade or the sixth grade. Out of the 
gate they went – all nine first grade pupils with their teacher in their midst and began walking 
along the edge of a stream. Both banks of the stream were lined with large cherry trees that 
had only recently been in full bloom. Fields of yellow mustard flowers stretched as far as the 
eye could see. The stream has long since disappeared, and apartment buildings and stores 
now crowd the area. But in those days Jiyugaoka was mostly fields. 

"We go as far as Kuhonbutsu Temple," said the girl with the rabbit on her pinafore dress. Her 
name was Sakko-chan. 

"We saw a snake by the pond there last time," said Sakko-chan. "There's an old well in the 
temple grounds which they say a shooting star fell into once." 

The children chatted away about anything they liked as they walked along. The sky was blue 
and the air was filled with the fluttering of butterflies. 

After they had walked for about ten minutes, the teacher stopped. She pointed to some yellow 
flowers, and said, "Look at these mustard flowers. Do you know why flowers bloom?" 

She explained about pistils and stamens while the children crouched by the road and 
examined the flowers. The teacher told them how butterflies helped flowers bloom. And, 
indeed, the butterflies seemed very busy helping. . 

Then the teacher set off again, so the children stopped inspecting the flowers and stood up. 
Someone said, "They don't look like pistols, do they?" 

Totto-chan didn't think so either, but like the other children, she was sure that pistils and 
stamen were very important.  



After they had walked for about another ten minutes, a thickly wooded park came into view. 
It surrounded the temple called Kuhonbutsu. As they entered the grounds the children 
scattered in various a directions. 

"Want to see the shooting-star well?" asked Sakko-chan, and naturally Totto-chan agreed and 
ran after her. The well looked as if it was made of stone and came up to their chests. It had a 
wooden lid. They lifted the lid and peered in. It was pitch dark, and Totto-chan could see 
something like a lump of concrete or stone, but nothing whatsoever resembling the twinkling 
star she had imagined. After staring inside for a long time, she asked, "Have you seen the 
star?", 

Sakko-chan shook her head. "No, never." 

Totto-chan wondered why it didn't shine. After thinking about it for a while, she said, 
"Maybe it’s asleep." 

Opening her big round eyes even wider, Sakko-chan asked, "Do stars sleep?"  

"I think they must sleep in the daytime and they wake up at night and shine," said Totto-chan 
quickly because she wasn't really sure. 

Then the children gathered together and walked round the temple grounds. They laughed at 
the large bellies of the two Deva Kings that stood on either side of the gate, guarding the 
temple, and gazed with awe at the statue of Buddha in the semi-darkness of the Main Hall. 
They placed their feet in the great footprint in a stone said to have been made by a Tengu – a 
long-nosed goblin. They strolled around the pond, calling out "Hello!" to the people in 
rowboats. And they played hopscotch to their hearts content with the glossy black pebbles 
around the graves. Everything was new to Totto-chan, and she greeted each discovery with an 
excited shout. 

"Time to go back!" said the teacher, as the sun began to dip, and the children set off for the 
school along the road between the mustard blossoms and the cherry trees.    

Little did the children realize then that these walks - a time of freedom and play for them - 
were in reality precious lessons in science, history, and biology. 
  
The Great Adventure 

Two days after they camped in the Assembly Hall, the day of Totto-chan’s great adventure 
finally came to pass. It was the day of her appointment with Yasuaki-chan. And it was a 
secret that neither Mother nor Daddy nor Yasuaki-chan's parents knew. She had invited 
Yasuaki-chan to her tree. 

The students at Tomoe each had a tree in the school grounds they considered their own 
climbing tree. Totto-chan's tree was at the edge of the grounds near the fence beside the lane 
leading to Kuhonbutsu. It was a large tree and slippery to climb, but if you climbed it 
skillfully you could get to a fork about six feet from the ground. The fork was as comfortable 
as a hammock. Totto-chan used to go there during recess and after school and sit and look off 
into the distance or up at the sky, or watch the people going by below.    
    



The children considered "their" trees their own private property, so if you wanted to climb 
someone else's tree you had to ask their permission very politely, saying, "Excuse me, may I 
come in?" 

Because Yasuaki-chan had had polio he had never climbed a tree, and couldn't claim one as 
his own. That's why Totto-chan decided to invite him to her tree. They kept it a secret 
because they thought people were sure to make a fuss if they knew. 

When she left home, Totto-chan told her mother she was going to visit Yasuaki-chan at his 
home in Denenchofu. She was telling a lie, so she tried not to look at Mother but kept her 
eyes on her shoelaces. But Rocky followed her to the station, so when they parted company, 
she told him the truth."I'm going to let Yasuaki-chan climb my tree!" she said. 

When Totto-chan reached the school, her train pass flapping around her neck, she found 
Yasuaki-chan waiting by the flower beds in the grounds that were deserted now that it was 
summer vacation. He was only a year older than Totto-chan, but he always sounded much 
older when he spoke. 

When Yasuaki-chan saw Totto-chan, he hurried toward her, dragging his leg and holding his 
arms out in front to steady himself. Totto-chan was thrilled to think they were going to-do 
something secret, and she giggled. Yasuaki-chan giggled too. 

Totto-chan led Yasuaki-chan to her tree, and then, just as she had thought it out the night 
before, she ran to the janitor's shed and got a ladder, which she dragged over to the tree and 
leaned against the trunk so that it reached the fork. She climbed up quickly and, holding the 
top of the ladder, called down, "All right, try climbing up!"  

Yasuaki-chan's arms and legs were so weak it seemed he could not even get on the first rung 
without help. So Totto-chan hurried down the ladder backward and tried pushing Yasuaki-
chan up from behind. But Totto-chan was so small and slender that was all she could do to 
hold onto Yasuaki-chan, let alone keep the ladder steady. Yasuaki-chan took his foot off the 
bottom rung and stood beside the ladder, his head bowed. Totto-chan realized for the first 
time that it was going to be more difficult than she had thought. What should she do? 

She wanted so badly to have Yasuaki-chan climb her tree, and he had been looking forward 
to it so much. She went around and faced him. He looked so disconsolate that she puffed out 
her cheeks and made a funny face to cheer him up. 

"Wait! I've got an idea!"  

She ran back to the janitor's shed and pulled one thing after another to see 1f she could find 
something that would help. She finally discovered a stepladder. It would remain steady, so 
she wouldn’t have to hold it. 

She dragged the stepladder over, amazed at her own strength, and was delighted to find that it 
almost reached the fork. 

"Now, don't be afraid," she said in a big-sisterly voice. "This isn't going to wobble."          



Yasuaki-chan looked nervously at the stepladder. Then he looked at Totto-chan, drenched in 
perspiration. Yasuaki-chan was sweating profusely, too. He looked up at the tree. Then, with 
determination, he placed a foot on the first rung. 

Neither of them was conscious of the time it took Yasuaki-chan to reach the top of the 
stepladder. The hot summer sun beat down, but they had no thoughts for anything except 
getting Yasuaki-chan to the top of the stepladder. Totto-chan got underneath him and lifted 
his feet up while steadying his bottom with her head. Yasuaki-chan struggled with all his 
might, and finally reached the top. 

"Hooray!" 

But from there it was hopeless. Totto-chan jumped onto the fork, but no matter how she tried, 
she couldn't get Yasuaki-chan onto the tree from the stepladder. Clutching the stepladder, 
Yasuaki-chan looked at Totto-chan. She suddenly felt like crying. She had wanted so badly to 
invite Yasuaki-chan onto her tree and show him all sorts of things. 

But she didn't cry. She was afraid that if she did, Yasuaki-chan might start crying, too. 
Instead she took hold of his hand, with its fingers all stuck together because of the polio. It 
was bigger than hers and his fingers were longer. She held his hand for a long time. Then she 
said, "Lie down and I’ll  try and pull you over."If any grown-ups had seen her standing on the 
fork of the tree starting to pull Yasuaki-chan - who was lying on his stomach on the 
stepladder - onto the tree, they would have let out a scream. It must have looked terribly 
precarious. But Yasuaki-chan trusted Totto-chan completely and Totto-chan was risking her 
life for him. With her tiny hands clutching his, she pulled with all her might. From time to 
time a large cloud would mercifully protect them from the blistering sun. 

At long last, the two stood face to face on the tree, brushing her damp hair back, Totto-chan 
bowed politely and said, "Welcome to my tree." 

Yasuaki-chan leaned against the trunk smiling rather bashfully. He said, "May I come in?" 

Yasuaki-chan was able to see vistas he had never glimpsed before. "So this is what it's like to 
climb tree," he said happily. 

 

  



 

Slow Down Culture 
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Anonymous 
______________________________________________________________  

It's been 18 years since I joined Volvo, a Swedish company. Working for them has proven to 
be an interesting experience. Any project here takes 2 years to be finalized, even if the idea is 
simple and brilliant. It's a rule.  
 
Globalize processes have caused in us (all over the world) a general sense of searching for 
immediate results. Therefore, we have come to posses a need to see immediate results. This 
contrasts greatly with the slow movements of the Swedish. They, on the other hand, debate, 
debate, debate, hold x quantity of meetings and work with a slowdown scheme. At the end, 
this always yields better results.  
 
Said in another words: 
 
1. Sweden is about the size of San Pablo, a state in Brazil. 
2. Sweden has 2 million inhabitants. 
3. Stockholm, has 500,000 people. 
4. Volvo, Escania , Ericsson, Electrolux, Nokia are some of its renowned companies. Volvo 
supplies the NASA. 
 
The first time I was in Sweden, one of my colleagues picked me up at the hotel every 
morning. It was September, bit cold and snowy. We would arrive early at the company and 
he would park far away from the entrance (2000 employees drive their car to work). The first 
day, I didn't say anything, either the second or third. One morning I asked, "Do you have a 
fixed parking space? I've noticed we park far from the entrance even when there are no other 
cars in the lot." To which he replied, "Since we're here early we'll have time to walk, and 
whoever gets in late will be late and need a place closer to the door. Don't you think? Imagine 
my face.  
 
Nowadays, there's a movement in Europe name Slow Food. This movement establishes that 
people should eat and drink slowly, with enough time to taste their food, spend time with the 
family, friends, without rushing. Slow Food is against its counterpart: the spirit of Fast Food 
and what it stands for as a lifestyle. Slow Food is the basis for a bigger movement called 
Slow Europe, as mentioned by Business Week.  
 
Basically, the movement questions the sense of "hurry" and "craziness" generated by 



globalization, fueled by the desire of "having in quantity" (life status) versus "having with 
quality", "life quality" or the "quality of being". French people, even though they work 35 
hours per week, are more productive than Americans or British. Germans have established 
28.8 hour workweeks and have seen their productivity been driven up by 20%. This slow 
attitude has brought forth the US's attention, pupils of the fast and the "do it now!" 
 
This no-rush attitude doesn't represent doing less or having a lower productivity. It means 
working and doing things with greater quality, productivity, perfection, with attention to 
detail and less stress. It means reestablishing family values, friends, free and leisure time. 
Taking the "now", present and concrete, versus the "global", undefined and anonymous. It 
means taking humans' essential values, the simplicity of living.  
 
It stands for a less coercive work environment, more happy, lighter and more productive 
where humans enjoy doing what they know best how to do. It's time to stop and think on how 
companies need to develop serious quality with no-rush that will increase productivity and 
the quality of products and services, without losing the essence of spirit.  
 
In the movie, Scent of a Woman, there's a scene where Al Pacino asks a girl to dance and she 
replies, "I can't, my boyfriend will be here any minute now". To which Al responds, "A life is 
lived in an instant". Then they dance to a tango.  
 
Many of us live our lives running behind time, but we only reach it when we die of a heart 
attack or in a car accident rushing to be on time. Others are so anxious of living the future 
that they forget to live the present, which is the only time that truly exists. We all have equal 
time throughout the world. No one has more or less. The difference lies in how each one of us 
does with our time. We need to live each moment. As John Lennon said, "Life is what 
happens to you while you're busy making other plans". 
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Sri Aurobindo observed that the "Upanishads are at once profound religious scriptures, - for they are a record 
of the deepest spiritual experiences, - documents of revelatory and intuitive philosophy of an inexhaustible light, 
power and largeness and, whether written in verse or in cadenced prose, spiritual poems of an absolute, an 
unfailing inspiration inevitable in phrase, wonderful in rhythm and expression." He further writes about the 
structure of the Upanishads: "There is a perfect totality, a comprehensive connection of harmonious parts in the 
structure of each Upanishad; but it is done in the way of a mind that sees masses of truth at a time and stops to 
bring only the needed word out of a filled silence. The rhythm in verse or cadenced prose corresponds to the 
sculpture of the thought and the phrase. The metrical forms of the Upanishads are made up of the four half-lines 
each clearly cut, the lines mostly complete in themselves and integral in sense, the half-lines presenting two 
thoughts or distinct parts of a thought that are wedded to and complete each other, and the sound movement 
follows a corresponding principle, each step brief and marked off by the distinctness of its pause, full of echoing 
cadences that remain long vibrating in the inner hearing: each is as if a wave of the infinite that carries in it the 
whole voice and rumour of the ocean. It is a kind of poetry, - word of vision, rhythm of the spirit, - that has not 
been written before or after." 

We present below the verses one to eleven of the chapter two of the part three of Mundaka Upanishad translated 
by Sri Aurobindo.  
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Shudraka 

Very little is known about the life, date and the very identity of Shudraka, the author of the 
play Mricchakatika. But it is certain that he was a king, learned and victorious. Mricchakatika 
is one of the best dramas in Sanskrit literature. Nowhere else in the hundreds of Sanskrit 
dramas do we find such variety, and such drawing of character, as in this drama of Shudraka, 
and nowhere else, in the drama at least, is there such humor. The variety in the characters, the 
pathos, the plot, the brisk action and the rapid movement of the story, the natural sequence in 
the appearance of events, the tense situations, the brilliant dialogues, the profusion of popular 
sayings, the presentation of human emotions – all these factors together have made the drama 
truly interesting.  

The story of the drama is about a merchant of Ujjayini. This merchant, the hero of this drama 
is a learned Brahmin engaged in intellectual and cultural pursuits. He is married and has a 
son, and lives a life of opulence, honoured by all the citizens. But by ill luck he loses all his 
wealth owing to ship-wrecks. The heroine comes from a community in which the women 
lead a life of freedom and allow their charms to be enjoyed by those who can pay for them. 
She is also immensely rich and lives the same life of opulence. She meets the hero at a 
festival and both fall in love. However, the king's brother-in-law is looking for a chance to be 
satisfied through an association with her, and is rejected by her as she is now quite devoted to 
the merchant. Consequently, this gives rise to much jealousy. The drama starts with the 
heroine chased by the king’s brother-in-law as she was in the process of going home in the 
evening. She escapes but they meet again in a garden and when he finds that she is unwilling 
to agree to his proposal, he strangles her and throws her on the ground, thinking that she is 
dead. But she isn’t and a Buddhist monk takes care of her. At that time, since the heroine is 
missing, the king's brother-in-law accuses the hero for having committed the murderin order 
to get her jewels; in the court all evidence supports the accusation and the hero is condemned 
to death; but at the last stage before the actual execution, the heroine is brought there by the 
Buddhist monk and the whole situation fortunately cleared. The hero shows the magnanimity 
of the human spirit by  recommending pardon for his enemy. 

Along with this story there are many other episodes intertwined with the main plot of the 
drama. The number of characters appearing on the stage is extraordinary and each one of 
them has an individuality, with a place and a function in the development of the plot. It is 
difficult to speak of a classification of the characters into major and minor, except in a very 
technical way. Kings and their relatives, merchants, officials, cart-men, simple citizens with 
their humble avocations, a monk – all come together forming a sort of "Socialistic State." 
There is no class division and no caste division. All are important in that State created in the 
drama. 

It is top quality literature, poetry and drama.  



Here, we provide from the third act of the play, a beautiful monologue of a thief by the name 
Sharvilka. 

Sharvilka: 

I made an entrance for my body’s round 
By force of art and arms, a path to deeds! 
I skinned my sides by crawling on the ground, 
Like a snake that sloughs the skin no longer sound; 
And now I go where my profession leads. 

[He gazes at the sky. Joyfully.] See! The blessèd moon is setting. 

For well I know, 

My trade would fain from watchmen’s eyes be shrouded; 
Valiant, I force the dwelling of another. 
But see, the stars in deepest dark are clouded, 
And the night shields me like a careful mother. 

I made a breach in the orchard wall and entered. And now I must force my way into the inner 
court as well. 

Yes, let men call it vulgar, if they will, 
The trade that thrives while sleeps the sleepyhead; 
Yes, knavery, not bravery, call it still, 
To overreach confiding folk a-bed. 
Far better blame and hissing, fairly won, 
Than the pay of genuflecting underlings; 
This antique path was trod by Drona’s son, 
Who slew the sleeping, unsuspecting kings. 

But where shall I make the breach? 

Where is the spot which falling drops decayed? 
For each betraying sound is deadened there. 
No yawning breach should in the walls be made, 
So treatises on robbery declare. 
Where does the palace crumble? Where the place 
That niter-eaten bricks false soundness wear? 
Where shall I ’scape the sight of woman’s face? 
Fulfilment of my wishes waits me there. 

[He feels the wall.] Here is a spot weakened by constant sun and sprinkling and eaten by 
saltpeter rot. And here is a pile of dirt thrown up by a mouse. Now heaven be praised! My 
venture prospers. This is the first sign of success for Skanda’s sons. Now first of all, how 
shall I make the breach? The blessèd Bearer of the Golden Lance has prescribed four 
varieties of breach, thus: if the bricks are baked, pull them out; if they are unbaked, cut them; 
if they are made of earth, wet them; if they are made of wood, split them. Here we have 
baked bricks; ergo, pull out the bricks. 



Now what shall be the shape I give the breach? 
A “lotus,” “cistern,” “crescent moon,” or “sun”? 
“Oblong,” or “cross,” or “bulging pot”? for each 
The treatises permit. Which one? which one? 
And where shall I display my sovereign skill, 
That in the morning men may wonder still? 

In this wall of baked bricks, the “bulging pot” would be effective. I will make that. 

At other walls that I have pierced by night, 
And at my less successful ventures too, 
The crowd of neighbors gazed by morning light, 
Assigning praise or blame, as was my due. 

Praise to the boon-conferring god, to Skanda of immortal youth! Praise to him, the Bearer of 
the Golden Lance, the Brahman’s god, the pious! Praise to him, the Child of the Sun! Praise 
to him, the teacher of magic, whose first pupil I am! For he found pleasure in me and gave 
me magic ointment, 

With which so I anointed be, 
No watchman’s eye my form shall see; 
And edgèd sword that falls on me 
From cruel wounds shall leave me free. 

[He anoints himself.] Alas, I have forgotten my measuring line. [Reflecting.] Aha! This 
sacred cord shall be my measuring line. Yes, the sacred cord is a great blessing to a Brahman, 
especially to one like me. For, you see, 

With this he measures, ere he pierce a wall, 
And picks the lock, when jewels are at stake. 
It serves as key to bolted door and hall, 
As tourniquet for bite of worm and snake. 

The measuring is done. I begin my task. [He does so, then takes a look.] My breach lacks but 
a single brick. Alas, I am bitten by a snake. [He binds his finger with the sacred cord, and 
manifests the workings of poison.] I have applied the remedy, and now I am restored. [He 
continues his work, then gazes.] Ah, there burns a candle. See! 

Though jealous darkness hems it round, 
The golden-yellow candle from its place 
Shines through the breach upon the ground, 
Like a streak of gold upon the touchstone’s face. 

[He returns to his work.] The breach is finished. Good! I enter. But no, I will not enter yet. I 
will shove a dummy in. [He does so.] Ah, no one is there. Praise be to Skanda! [He enters 
and looks about.] See! Two men asleep. Come, for my own protection I will open the door. 
But the house is old and the door squeaks. I must look for water. Now where might water be? 
[He looks about, finds water, and sprinkles the door. Anxiously.] I hope it will not fall upon 
the floor and make a noise. Come, this is the way. [He puts his back against the door and 
opens it cautiously.] Good! So much for that. Now I must discover whether these two are 



feigning sleep, or whether they are asleep in the fullest meaning of the term. [He tries to 
terrify them, and notes the effect.] Yes, they must be asleep in the fullest meaning of the term. 
For see! 

Their breath first calmly rises, ere it sink; 
Its regularity all fear defies. 
Unmoving in their socket-holes, the eyes 
Are tightly closed, and never seem to wink. 
The limbs relaxed, at ease the bodies lie, 
I see their feet beyond the bedstead peep, 
The lighted candle vexes not the eye; 
It would, if they were only feigning sleep. 

 
  (Compiled and presented by Dr. Sampadananda Mishra, Sanskrit Research Coordinator, Sri Aurobindo 
Society, Pondicherry)  
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A Life of Beauty 

Navajo Indians  
______________________________________________________________ 

With beauty before me,  
May I walk 
With beauty behind me, 
May I walk 
With beauty above me, 
May I walk 
With beauty below me, 
May I walk 
With beauty all around me 
May I walk,  
Wandering on a trail of beauty, 
Lively, I walk. 

 
(Taken from Joseph Cornell’s widely acclaimed book ‘Listening to Nature’. Also the author of ‘Sharing Nature with 
Children’, Cornell tours worldwide conducting nature awareness workshops for teachers, parents, youth leaders and 
naturalists.)  
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The Outer Being’s Address to the Psychic 

Being of light smiling in my depths,  
Glowing and jagged free without edges or clefts, 
Quintessence of purity, unstained and unscarred, 
With your face of beauty that can never be marred. 
Shine forth your radiance,  
That it may end the ancient evil trance, 
Dispel my darkness, 
Cast me into your likeness. 
Conquer the foe hidden in my breast, 
The foe that deludes me into believing that I am uniquely blessed, 
Whose ominous voice ravages the world claiming all for itself.  
Sacrificing the Beloved for the stunted elf. 
Who fools me into feeling threatened and small,  
Who tempts me away from your mystic whispered call. 
Awaken Oh Being of Light, 
Redeem me from my fallen plight, 
That I too may feel the joy of truly loving, 
That the stench of my pettiness is transformed into the fragrance of your Being, 
That in a space of unafraid, unconditional love, 
I may rest in peace at your alcove,  
Given to Thee, forever Thine. 
Freed at last from the burden of “me” or “mine”. 

The Psychic’s Address to the Outer Being 

Through many dusks, through many dawns have I travelled 
My sacred mystery as yet unravelled. 
I have sanctioned the dust of ignorance to shadow my light. 
With an indulgent smile I have accepted every pang, every hurtful plight. 
Eternally patient, I have allowed a million veils to drop over my face, 
Yet remained unstained by pain, doom and disgrace. 
Ensconced in love I continue to shine, 
Awaiting the holy yearning, a longing tear, an inspired line 
To rain down a deluge of celestial laughter 
An all-consuming flood of love thereafter. 
Through so many lifetimes my patient hope never wore thin, 
I am still waiting at my door to let you in. 

Anahita Sanjana 



 

Higher Potentialities of the Body: Towards a New Science 
of Matter  
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Our human organism is not a disembodied spirit in some ethereal heaven, but an embodied Soul in a material 
world. Most of the spiritual traditions of the past viewed this material reality of our body and the material world 
as an illusion and a snare which has to be cast off or abandoned for realizing the freedom of the Soul. But a 
more integral spiritual vision views this material reality as an expression of the Spirit. If this higher vision is 
accepted, what then is the spiritual significance, purpose and destiny of Matter; matter in our own body and the 
terrestrial matter as a whole? In this series of articles we examine this question in the light an integral spiritual 
vision. It will be an exploration of the future possibilities which lie ahead for the evolution of Matter in the light 
of Sri Aurobindo's vision and the Mother's experiences in her own body.  

This will be a sequel to our earlier series "Future of the Human Potential" in which we explored some of the 
unmanifest potentialities of human consciousness which may unfold in the future. In this series we will examine 
some of the higher potentialities hidden in Matter which may be revealed during the future evolution of our 
planet, giving birth to an entirely new science of Matter. 

M.S. Srinivasan 
______________________________________________________________  

The average mind considers the body as inert matter. The scientific mind looks at the body as 
living matter and admires at the amazing and intricate complexity and organization involved 
in the functioning of this physical organism, and its building blocks, the Cells. But still the 
modern scientific mind is reluctant to admit any intelligence or consciousness behind the 
physical organism of the body. But Sri Aurobindo and the Mother have perceived a deep 
inner dimension in the body with immense psychological and spiritual potentialities. These 
inner potentialities of the body come alive, with concrete experiences in Mother's Agenda, 
which is a record of her "Yoga of the Cells" in the laboratory of her own body. 

The Mother has found, that our body has, potentially, a capacity of understanding and 
experience which far exceeds that of the supposedly "higher" parts like the mind or heart. The 
understanding and experiences of spiritually awakened body has a concreteness and 
absoluteness which the mind and heart, even that of a spiritualised mind or heart do not 
possess. As Mother points out: 
             
"…when one comes to the work of transformation of the body, when some cells of the body, 
more ready than others, more refined, more subtle, more plastic, are able to feel concretely 
the presence of the divine Grace, the divine Will, the divine Power, this knowledge that is not 
intellectual but a knowledge by identity, when one feels this in the cells of the body, then the 
experience is total, so imperative, so living, concrete, tangible, real that everything else seems 
a vain dream. 

And so we may say that it is truly when the circle is complete and the two extremities touch, 
when the highest manifests in the most material, that the experience will be truly conclusive. 



It seems one can never truly understand until one understands with one's body."1 

The experiences of the spiritual mind and heart have a concreteness which the ideas and 
experiences of the ordinary unspiritualised mind and heart do not have. A somewhat similar 
transformation happens with the experiences of the spiritualised body. The spiritual 
experiences of the body have a concreteness, intensity and absoluteness which even the 
spiritual mind do not have. Comparing her spiritual experiences in the body with her earlier 
experiences in the spiritual mind and vital, Mother says: 

"What's very interesting is that all those experiences you've had in your inner and higher 
beings, in your every state of being, appears feeble, flimsy, like a dream in comparison with 
the same experiences in the body. There, it becomes so…the Power and Intensity are so 
fantastic, that all of a sudden, you understand why there is a material world."2 

The other very interesting feature of Mother's discoveries was her experiences of the wave-
theory of Matter. According to modern physics, the ultimate unit of matter is at once a 
“particle” and a “wave”. But, as we have already indicated, modern physics is not able to say 
precisely what is the nature of this “wave” “Saying that it is a mathematical wave of 
probabilities or it is like a crime wave and not something physical may make new physics 
appear esoteric. But it doesn’t help much to understand the essence of matter. A mathematical 
wave cannot possibly create an atom bomb! The mathematical equations of physics describe 
the movements or laws of something, a great force or energy which creates and destroys the 
worlds. It is that tremendous something behind the equations of physics which the Mother 
has experienced in her own body. The discoveries of quantum physics, perceived 
conceptually in intellectual and mathematical abstractions, were experienced concretely as 
potent vibrations in Mother's body. As the Mother describes: 

"For example, everyday I walk a little to re-accustom my body…and I have noticed a rather 
peculiar condition…and the consciousness is like a consciousness without limits which feels 
like waves, but not separate waves; it’s a whole movement of waves, a movement of material, 
corporeal waves, as it were, as vast as the earth and not…round or flat – something that feels 
very infinite and undulating. And this undulation is the movement of life." 

"And the consciousness (of the body, I suppose) floats in this with a sensation of eternal 
peace. But there is no sense of size whatsoever; it is a movement without any limit, with a 
very quiet, vast and harmonious rhythm. And this movement is life itself. I walk about my 
room, and that's what is walking. It is very silent, like a movement of waves with no 
beginning and end with a condensation like this (vertical gesture) and condensation like that 
(horizontal gesture). And it moves by expansion (gesture of a pulsating ocean). That is, it 
contracts and concentrates then expands and spreads out."3 
  
This means, to experience the material essence of universal life in the body, in other words, 
cosmic consciousness in the body. As Satprem, a close disciple of the Mother, to whom 
Mother confided the experiences of her body, comments, "Here, we touch on a stupendous 
mystery: how is it possible for a material, cellular body to be a wave that carries the worlds in 
its infinite movement and governs existence of atoms and galaxies. How is it possible to be 
an infinite, omnipresent, electromagnetic wave while remaining within the narrow confines 
of a human body…. In other words, a body, the size of the universal".4 



These experiences of the Mother gives a glimpse of the immense potentialities lying 
untapped in our body, and its implications for the future of our earthly life. For these 
experiences may be at present exceptional, but in the future will spread into more and more 
bodies which are receptive. For what is possible for a body is potentially possible for all 
bodies. 

The Mother's experiences in the body also give a new perspective to the future of physical 
sciences. We have discussed in our previous article about a new Science of Consciousness as 
one of the main motifs of the future. But Mother's experiences points out also to a new 
Science of Matter. Our present physical science is based on the study of Matter through 
external observation and rational analysis. But as our body becomes more and more 
conscious and spiritually awakened, it will be able to know the truth of matter by an 
experiential identity, by becoming one with that part or aspect of Matter we want to know. 
And when our bodily matter is able to feel its indivisible oneness with all earthly matter, it 
will lead to a new science of Matter based on an experiential unity with the universal truth of 
matter.  

At present, theoretical physics is in search of a unified field theory of matter. But a day may 
come when we are able to know the unified field of Matter, not merely as an idea or concept, 
but as a concrete union or identity with the spiritual source of Matter, not in some inner 
spiritual realms of our consciousness, but in our body. This will lead to an entirely new form 
of physical Science and Technology discovered not by the mind, but by the new transformed 
body. Modern Science and Technology of Matter is the attempt of the scientific and 
pragmatic mind of our externalized surface consciousness to know and master the energies of 
Matter through a complex and clumsy material instruments. The occult science and 
technology of the subliminal mind will be a more direct action of the mind over matter 
without the material instrument. But a future science and technology of Matter will proceed 
from a spontaneous knowledge and force or will of the spiritualised body acting on Matter or 
in other words Matter over Matter. This will create not only a new science but a new culture 
of Matter, with a new system of aesthetic and spiritual values discovered by a divinized body 
or in other words shall we say a divine materialism? As Sri Aurobindo sums up succinctly, 
the potentialities of a transformed body of the future: 

"New powers have to be acquired for the body which our present humanity could not hope to 
realize, could not dream of or could only imagine. Much that can now only be known, 
worked out or created by the use of invented tools and machinery might be achieved by the 
new body in its own power by the inhabitant spirit through its own direct spiritual force. The 
body itself might acquire new means and ranges of communication with other bodies, new 
process of acquiring knowledge, a new aesthesis, new potencies…."5 

 
(M.S. Srinivasan is a research associate in Sri Aurobindo Society.)  

Reference: 
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4. ibid. 25  
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One can live in a number of ways, and no one can be a judge of how life is to be lived. But there are times when 
we may find that life itself has become an art; the entire process of living is transformed from something 
mechanical and separate to ourselves to something which is deeply personal and conducted with the finesse of 
an artist. Our attitude which may have been complacent at one time, may at another become ever-changing and 
persevering, similar to the persistence of the painter stroke until he arrives at the perfection that he seeks. Along 
the way, much happens & much is learnt. In the end we have the masterpiece of the realization.  

In the Art of Life, we will introduce such instances where a perception, an attitude, an insight, an experience, 
can bring out some beautiful aspects of human nature. Each tale may not be true in the strictest sense of the 
word or that which is apparent to the eye and understood by the mind, but underneath the surface, in subtle 
terms it explores and expresses itself, and lets out the fragrance of its inner truth for all to take in. 

A Tale of Four Wives 

Once upon a time, there was a rich King who had four wives. 

He loved the fourth wife the most and adorned her with rich robes and treated her to the finest 
of delicacies. He gave her nothing but the best.  

He also loved the third wife very much and was always showing her off to neighboring 
kingdoms. However, he feared that one day she would leave him for another.  

He also loved his second wife. She was his confidante and was always kind, considerate and 
patient with him. Whenever the King faced a problem, he could confide in her to help him get 
through the difficult times.  

The king’s first wife was very quiet, mostly in the inner chambers, seen very little but always 
there to help the king in every way.  Although she loved the king deeply, he hardly took any 
notice of her. 

One day, the King fell ill and he knew his time was short.  

He thought of his luxurious life and pondered, "I now have four wives with me, but when I 
die, I'll be all alone.  



Thus, he asked the fourth wife, "I have loved you the most, endowed you with the finest 
clothing and showered great care over you. Now that I'm dying, will you follow me and keep 
me company?"  

"No way!" replied the fourth wife and she walked away without another word.  

Her answer cut like a sharp knife right into his heart.  

The sad King then asked the third wife, "I have loved you all my life. Now that I'm dying, 
will you follow me and keep me company?"  

"No!" replied the third wife. "Life is too good! When you die, I'm going to remarry!"  

His heart sank and turned cold.  

He then asked the second wife, "I have always turned to you for help and you've always been 
there for me.  
When I die, will you follow me and keep me company?"  

"I'm sorry, I can't help you out this time!" replied the second wife. "At the very most, I can 
only send you to your grave."  

Her answer left the King devastated.  

Then a voice called out:  

“I will always be with you wherever you are, because you and I are one.  You do not know 
that you exist because of me and I will never abandon you.” 

Greatly grieved, the King said, "I should have taken much better care of you when I had the 
chance!"  

In truth, we all have four wives in our lives ...  

Our fourth wife is our body. No matter how much time and effort we lavish in making it look 
good, it will leave us when we die.  

Our third wife is our possessions, status and wealth. When we die, it will all go to others.  

Our second wife is our family and friends. No matter how much they have been there for us, 
the furthest they can stay by us is up to the grave.  

And our first wife is our Soul, very often neglected in pursuit of wealth, power and pleasures 
of the ego.  It stays behind the veil waiting for our call.  But being unaware, we pay very little 
attention to it. 

However, it is our Soul which is with us always and takes us through everything, because it is 
our true and eternal Being. 

 
(sourced from the Internet) 
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Two Sides of a Coin  

Dr. Alok Pandey 
___________________________________________________________________ 

The medical and spiritual views of the human body are different. 

The medical man sees it from the platform of matter, perceiving it through the lens of his 
physical mind, bound by sense experience. Even his augmentation of the sensory view 
through elaborate and sophisticated equipment is a limitation; a broken reflection in the world 
of matter of something that is beyond the physical.  

The spiritual man casts a deeper look since he frees himself from the matted hedge of senses 
and develops other latent faculties that can penetrate beyond the physical and reveal to him 
another view of the human body from a higher and wider perspective. This too may be partial 
but is a more holistic and essential view. 

The two do not cancel but complement one another. The medical view reveals to us a detailed 
knowledge of the physical structure and its processes and uses this knowledge to develop 
material means to control the body’s functions. Spiritual and occult knowledge reveal the 
hidden world of cosmic forces that pour upon the physical world and act upon the human 
body, working out their intent through it. The medical view describes the physical field; the 
spiritual view describes the forces and energies that make their play upon it. Some forces 
nurture and nourish the field with the right kind of water and minerals and open the soil to 
light and fresh air. Others leave it rocky and hard and mix the rejuvenating streams of life 
with poisonous stuff. The corresponding result is either peace or agitation, a calm felicity or 
suffering, health and balance or illness and imbalance.  

The medical man with his science studies the effects of these forces and their intermediary 
link-processes in the body. The spiritual man sees their inner and hidden cause. The medical 
man corrects the outer manifestations of an inner disorder. The spiritual man heals the inner 
cause. The medical man trims the outer shoots and weeds of illness so that life can become 
less miserable and more manageable, at least for the moment. The spiritual man removes the 
malady from its very roots. So though apparently different, both can complement and assist 
each other. 

 
(Dr. Alok Pandey has been working in the field of psychiatry with a spiritual approach for more than 15 years. 
He has developed a working concept of integral health and integral psychology which he is using in his life and 
practice. He is one of the founders of SAIIIHR). 
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Education is perhaps the most important domain related to human progress. Except, here we do not mean the 
kind of syllabus oriented teaching imparted solely in school or college, but rather a form of constant learning 
that takes place through the life of an individual. This kind of education is integral and complete, leaving no 
area ignored within the human being. Its objective is to forever widen itself, and by developing the right 
consciousness, be able to rise from truth to higher truth.  

Each one has to actively work towards this, framing one's own agenda, aspiring for one's own goal. It isn't a 
discipline meant only for the chosen few but, in fact, if practiced consciously can transform the very nature of 
every being. At the end, it all boils down to something extremely basic but easily forgotten… in the words of The 
Mother, " Of one thing you can be sure - your future is in your hands. You will become the man you want to be 
and the higher your ideal and your aspiration, the higher will be your realization, but you must keep a firm 
resolution and never forget your true aim in life." 

In our section called Integral Education, we will put forth concrete ideas of how such a thorough form of 
learning can be both inculcated in oneself as well as imparted to another. 

Towards a Planetary Education  

Yvonne Artaud  
___________________________________________________________________  

At this moment when the attention of the whole world is directed toward the possible 
founding of a truly universal university, we make bold to submit plans for a pedagogy of 
peace and a planetary education as they have been conceived for Auroville. 

It has seemed to us that whatever advantages a purely academic international university may 
present for the evolution of an international culture and the formation of an international body 
of specialists, such a university would suffer fatally from the same limitations as those which, 
in the eyes of our youth, make suspect even the most magnificent and best established of our 
national universities. 

Actually what our university faculties lack most is a wide field of activity where students can 
put into immediate practice the abstract, theoretical ideas which have been proposed to them: 
a society which would be a direct extension of the university and which, instead of keeping 
the students in quarantine in the seats of a lecture hall, would offer them the constant and 
inexhaustible stimulation of a full political, economic, social and creative life. What is needed 
is a new system of education, one which does not limit by entrance examination or otherwise 
the access to university life, but which opens it to everyone to the artist and the artisan, for 
example, the factory worker and the farmer, according to his tastes and capacities; a system 



which would enter the whole life of man—his aspiration, his work, his play—in the rhythm 
of his daily development. 

Rather than another set of magnificent buildings with laboratories, libraries and lecture halls, 
there is a critical need for a new, organic and living relation between the university and 
society, for an open school in an open community which would put an end to the malaise of 
the younger generation and inaugurate an era of lifelong education for everyone. 

This is why Auroville has been conceived not as a city with a university in it, but as an 
experimental symbiosis of university and society – a university whose first aim would be the 
progressive creation of a town, of a society entirely dedicated to education and the evolution 
of planetary man. 

In order, however, to realise that miracle which will one day be lifelong education for 
everybody, many taboos must be overcome, and as many bridges must be built as there are 
now divisions, not to say abysses: between nation and nation, race and race, between school 
and society, between education, work and play, between university education and primary, 
maternal and prenatal education, between science and the humanities, between one 
philosophy and another, one generation and the next. It is only such bridges and conquests 
that will enable humanity to become reconciled to itself and its fabulous destiny, which is to 
transform itself ceaselessly. 

Finally a great reversal of perspective is necessary, one which looks forward rather than 
backward. This means that we must keep a place in our hearts for the unknown, for the 
future, be it in the form of a new scientific or philosophical discovery, of a meeting with 
beings from other solar systems or even with our own children, the existence of a new space-
time, or simply the presence of the infinite. 

If, like adult dogs and cats, we find it difficult to play together, we can have the assurance 
that the puppy and the kitten who grow up together will be able to live together when they are 
adult, and to practise together the plays of friendship. That which little children possess 
spontaneously, the capacity to recognise and adopt the other, the unknown, into the unity of a 
native universal consciousness, we should not destroy in our schools but rather develop in 
appropriate educational environments. And such environments can be the fruit only of a 
society which is dedicated to the ideal of oneness. This, in brief, is what we consider our 
pedagogy of oneness. 

To return to the world university itself which is the subject of this letter, let us say that only a 
union of the universities and other educational centres of all the countries in the world could 
pretend to this title. Such a union connecting all in an immense network of continuous 
exchange of information would enable every student in the world to profit from the best 
teachers and specialists, within an electronic, omnipresent and global community. 

The central seat of such a universal university should not belong to any nation in particular, 
but to mankind as a whole. It should be a free port for new ideas, a sanctuary for youth, and a 
place of asylum for all those persecuted by the justice of the past and redeemed by the justice 
of the future, a working pilot prototype of the global world to come and a continuous source 
of inspiration to all. 
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Mangesh Nadkarni  
____________________________________________________________________  

Instalment-47  

We have now reviewed  the long colloquy which Savitri had to carry on first with the God of 
Death, and, after he was vanquished, with the wondrous form of the Divine, who replaced 
him. This long colloquy ended with four boons being bestowed on Savitri, by the figure of 
the divine who seemed to have been very pleased with her. We have now studied the 
significance of the boons Savitri chose. We move on from that point to a  nearly 16-page long 
passage (lines 959-1495) which follows. At the beginning of this passage the mysterious form 
of the Divine reveals himself fully and not only showers his benedictions on Savitri and 
Satyavan but also reveals to us the significance of the heroic story of Savitri. It is here that we 
get Sri Aurobindo’s prophetic vision of the future of humanity in a rapturous poetic form. 

After Savitri had chosen her final boon, there reigned a profound silence for some time. Then 
here was heard a blissful voice, calm and serene, like the cry which must have arisen from the 
Infinite when the first whisperings of delight began to stir its heart. This was like the delight 
of the primordial creative urge felt by the Infinite when it was moved to manifest in order to 
have the joy of seeking, discovering and touching the other. It was the blissful laugh which 
brings the enchanted world into existence. This blissful voice now proclaimed: 

“O Savitri, O beautiful body of the incarnate Word (creative word: Savitr, (Savita) is the God 
of illumination, and the word Savitri comes from this. Savitri is here addressed as the divine 
grace descended here on earth to bring down a new power),  these great and wise thoughts 
you have been speaking out are mine. In fact, I have spoken through your voice. My will is 
also yours, what you have chosen I too choose. All you have asked I shall give to earth and 
men. All this shall be written out in destiny’s book by my trustee of thought and plan and act, 
the executor of my will, eternal Time.  

[This is quite a revelation to us readers. We have been given enough evidence in the text to 
feel that the God of Death was indeed Savitri’s adversary because he uses every strategy he 
could command to thwart Savitri’s attempt to lead the evolutionary pilgrimage to a higher 
plane, transcending mind. The God of Death uses various philosophical arguments to show to 
her what she has in mind is contrary to nature’s laws, not feasible and not worth attempting. 
We as readers have our sympathies with Savitri most of the time and yet we feel that there is 
some merit in the argument of the God of Death that human nature cannot be transformed 
from an animal to a spiritual nature. That is because of the impact on us of  the traditional 
spiritual teaching, which. Traditional teaching says that  human nature is governed by the 
three Gunas – Tamas, Rajas and Sattwa. There is never an equilibrium among these three 



Gunas and  it is always the case that one of the three Gunas is predominant. And if a man 
tries to be really trigunantita, transcend all these three Gunas, he loses control of the 
terrestrial world, and  is lost in the transcendental world. When that happens, the individual 
can be said to have escaped from the stress and folly of life, but in most cases this leads to an 
individual escape, leaving  the nature of the world essentially unchanged; the world remains 
unredeemed.  How is this to be changed? By not escaping into the transcendental world, but 
by bringing  down the new consciousness  on to earth from the transcendental world and 
under its power to change human nature, so that the Tamas, Rajas and Sattwa are transformed 
into their equivalents in the dispensation of the Surpramental consciousness. 

Man must first cease to be identified with Nature and what causes suffering in Nature, 
namely, the interaction between the three Gunas. But even if he succeeds in this, it would be 
only a partial victory according to Sri Aurobindo, because Nature still remains to be 
conquered.  Sri Aurobindo believes that the Nature of the three Gunas is not an original 
substance but a lower formation of a higher divine Nature – para prakriti. Therefore it should 
be possible to  change the material Nature by replacing the Gunas and their strife by their real 
counterparts. In The Synthesis of Yoga (pp. 661-62),he says that the three Gunas stand for the 
three essential powers of the Divine which are not merely existent in perfect equilibrium of 
quietude, but unified in a perfect consensus of divine action. If this transformation of the 
three Gunas is achieved, all limitations and suffering fall away from man.  

Tamas can be transformed into a divine calm capable of supporting enormous activity, Rajas 
can be transformed into a self-effecting will of the Supreme power, and Sattwa into  a self-
existing light of the divine being. When this transformation takes place, man becomes the 
swarat (conqueror of self) as well as the  samrat  (the conqueror of the world). For a person 
who has reached this stage, there is no need to abandon the world or to escape from it; he 
continues to be in the world and works for lokasangraha (welfare of the world). Thus we see 
that Savitri’s mission has a solid basis. Therefore, ultimately, the Divine eagerly accepts her 
mission as his own mission in the world.  With this, we now return to the text at line no, 972.) 

“You have refused to enter the realm of my perfect calm, and turned away from my limitless 
peace in which both Space and Time are abolished, and you have desisted from the happy 
dissolution of yourself in my solitary, single eternity. You have thus rejected the nameless, 
world-less, empty Nihil, because it imposes on one the state of the extinction of one’s living 
soul, the end of all thought, hope, life and love in the blank measureless Unknowable. In 
doing this, you have indeed obeyed my eternal will, and therefore I shall take hold of your 
heart of love, and I shall yoke you to my power of work in Time. 

(In doing so, Savitri has shown, as have just seen, that the onward progress of mankind  along 
the evolutionary ladder is more important for her than her own personal Mukti. Savitri has 
now earned the right to be the Divine’s  engine of work in the world, his perfect instrument.)  

“You have obeyed my timeless will, and have chosen to share in the struggle and fate of 
earth, and have shown so much compassion for earth-bound human beings. In  order to be 
able to do all this for earth, you have turned away from peace and bliss for yourself. I shall 
therefore bind your heart with mine and lay the magnificent yoke of my work upon your soul. 

“Now I shall do my marvellous works in you. I will fasten your nature with my strength, 
overwhelm your limbs with my delight and transform you into a living centre of my 
pervading bliss. I will build in you my proud and lucent home. Your days shall be my shafts 



of power and light, your nights my mysteries of joy, and all my clouds shall lie tangled in 
your hair, and all my spring seasons unite in your mouth. 

“O Sun-Word, you shall raise the earth-soul to the Light Divine and bring down God into the 
lives of men. (This is the very purpose of Savitri’s incarnation.) Earth shall be my work-
chamber and my home, my garden of life wherein I shall plant a seed of the life divine. When 
all my work in human time is done, the mind of earth will be a home of light and the life of 
earth a tree growing naturally towards heaven. The body of earth will be a house of worship.  

“Men will wake up from mortal ignorance and will be illumined with the ray of the Eternal 
Knowledge; their thoughts will be radiant with my sunward thrust; they will feel the 
sweetness of my love in their heart and will find my miraculous drive in their acts. The 
execution of my will be the meaning of their days. Men shall thus live for me, by me and in 
me.  

“In the heart of my creation’s mystery I will enact the drama of your soul, inscribe in it the 
long romance of you and me, Purusha and Prakriti. I shall pursue you across the ages. You 
will be hunted through the world by love, and you will not  be guarded by the protecting veil 
of ignorance and you will be without cover from the radiant gods. No shape will be able to 
conceal you from my divine desire; nowhere shall you be able to hide from my questing eyes.  

“In the nudity of your discovered self, disrobed of the covering of humanity, divested of the 
dense veil of human thought, you shall be made one with every mind and body and heart, 
made one with all Nature, in a bare identity with all that is. I will possess in you my mystic 
world, I will possess in you my universe and the universe will discover in you all that I am. 

“You will endure all things that all things may change; you will fill all with my splendour and 
my bliss; you will meet all with my transmuting soul. You will be overwhelmed by my 
infinitudes above and thrilled by my immensities below, you will be pursued by me through 
my mind’s wall-less vastness, and become oceanic with the mighty surges of my life in you. 
You will be like a swimmer submerged like a swimmer between two leaping seas – by my 
outer pains and inner sweetnesses. Finding my joy in my opposite mysteries, you will 
respond to me from ever nerve. (In this paraphrase of these ecstatic poetic lines, you will miss 
the power of Sri Aurobindo’s poetry. So let me quote a few lines from this section.) 

A vision shall compel thy coursing breath, 
Thy heart shall drive thee on the wheel of works, 
Thy mind shall urge thee through the flames of thought, 
To meet me in the abyss and on the heights, 
To feel me in the tempest and the calm, 
And love me in the noble and the vile, 
In beautiful things and terrible desire. 
The pains of hell shall be to thee my kiss, 
The flowers of heaven persuade thee with my touch.  Page 700 

“A vision shall compel you through every breath of yours and drive you on this wheel of 
works. Your mind shall urge you through the flames of thought to meet me in the abyss and 
on the heights, feel me in the tempest and in the calm, and love me in the noble and the vile, 
and desire me in things beautiful and terrible. The pains of hell shall be to you my fiery kiss; 
the flowers of heaven persuade you with my touch.   



My fiercest masks shall my attractions bring. 
Music shall find thee in the voice of swords, 
Beauty pursue thee through the core of flame. 
Thou shalt know me in the rolling of the spheres 
And cross me in the atoms of the whirl. 
The wheeling forces of my universe 
Shall cry to thee the summons of my name. 
Delight shall drop down from my nectarous moon, 
My fragrance seize thee in the jasmine's snare, 
My eye shall look upon thee from the sun. 
Mirror of Nature's secret spirit made, 
Thou shalt reflect my hidden heart of joy, 
Thou shalt drink down my sweetness unalloyed 
In my pure lotus-cup of starry brim. 
My dreadful hands laid on thy bosom shall force 
Thy being bathed in fiercest longing's streams. 
Thou shalt discover the one and quivering note, 
And cry, the harp of all my melodies, 
And roll, my foaming wave in seas of love. Page 700 

“My most compelling attractions will come to you wearing masks most fierce. Music will 
greet you in the clang of the swords, and you will find beauty in the heart of the flame. You 
will know me in the rolling of the spheres and meet me in the atoms as they whirl. The 
wheeling forces of my universe shall cry to you the summons of my name. Delight shall flow 
down from my nectarous moon and in the enchantment of the jasmine shall my fragrance 
seize you. My eyes shall look upon you from the sun. You will become a mirror of the secret 
spirit of nature; you will reflect my hidden heart of joy. You will drink down my sweetness 
unmixed in my pure lotus cup with the starry brim. My  hands shall be on your bosom and 
compel your being to be bathed in the streams of the fiercest longing. You will discover the 
one and quivering note and cry. As like the waves in the sea you will roll on in my foaming 
sea of love. 

Even in disaster will you see the contrary shape of my rapture. My secret face will smile on 
you through the heart of pain. Amidst all the intolerable wrongs of the world my ruthless 
beauty shall press upon you. Even when trampled by the violent misdeeds of Time, you will 
feel the touch of my rapture and respond to its ecstasy.   

“All beings shall be my emissaries to your life. Whether they see me in you as your friend or 
enemy, my creatures shall be either themselves attracted to me or compelled to meet me. 
They shall demand me from your heart. You will not be able to draw away from any soul. To 
all shall you be helplessly attracted.  

“On seeing you, men shall feel the touch of hands of joy and even in the pangs of sorrow feel 
the steps of the world’s delight; your life shall be Their life shall experience a tumultuous 
shock in the mutual craving of the two opposites, sorrow and happiness. Hearts touched by 
your love shall answer to my call; they shall discover the ancient music of the spheres in the 
revealing notes of your voice. Because you exist they will all draw nearer to me. Enthralled 
by the loveliness of your spirit , they shall truly embrace my body in your soul, hear in your 
life the beauty of my laugh and experience the thrilled bliss I made the worlds.  



All that thou hast, shall be for others' bliss, 
All that thou art, shall to my hands belong. 
I will pour delight from thee as from a jar, 
I will whirl thee as my chariot through the ways, 
I will use thee as my sword and as my lyre, 
I will play on thee my minstrelsies of thought. 
And when thou art vibrant with all ecstasy, 
And when thou liv'st one spirit with all things, 
Then will I spare thee not my living fires, 
But make thee a channel for my timeless force. 
My hidden presence led thee unknowing on 
From thy beginning in earth's voiceless bosom 
Through life and pain and time and will and death, 
Through outer shocks and inner silences 
Along the mystic roads of Space and Time 
To the experience which all Nature hides. 
Who hunts and seizes me, my captive grows: 
This shalt thou henceforth learn from thy heart-beats. 
For ever love, O beautiful slave of God! 
O lasso of my rapture's widening noose, 
Become my cord of universal love. 
The spirit ensnared by thee force to delight 
Of creation's oneness sweet and fathomless, 
Compelled to embrace my myriad unities 
And all my endless forms and divine souls. 
O Mind, grow full of the eternal peace; 
O Word, cry out the immortal litany: 
Built is the golden tower, the flame-child born. Pages 701-02 

“All that you have shall serve for the bliss of others, and all that you are shall belong to my 
hands. I will pour out delight on the world from you as from a jar; I shall use you as my 
chariot and whirl you through the pathways of he universe. I shall use you as my sword as 
well as my lyre and will play on you my songs of thought. And when you are vibrant with 
sheer ecstasy, and when you begin to live as one spirit with all things, then will I heap on you 
all my living fires and make you a perfect channel for my timeless force. It is my hidden 
presence that has led you on  without your being aware of it, from the very beginning in the 
mute bosom of the earth through all the vicissitudes of life and pain, and time and will and 
death – through all the outer shocks and inner silences along the mystic roads of Space and 
Time – to the experience of the fulfilment of Divine manifestation on earth which all nature is 
busy hiding.  

“Whoever pursues me and seizes me becomes my prisoner. This you will learn henceforth 
from your very heart-beats. O beautiful slave of God! You are indeed the lasso (the widening 
noose of  a rope used especially for catching horses and cattle) of rapture’s widening noose, 
become my spiritual bond of universal love; capture and bind the whole world with it. Force 
to delight the spirit ensnared by you  in the sweet fathomless oneness of creation; compel it to 
embrace my myriad unities and my endless forms and divine souls.  

“O Mind, grow full of the eternal peace; O Word, cry out the immortal hymn of the Spirit. 
The golden tower of Truth is built, the luminous child of the new creation is born. 



[These lines carry a force that can be palpably felt if they are read out properly. The intensity 
of a thrilled delight emanating from these lines brings you a living experience. As reported in 
The Mother’s Agenda Vol. 2, (pages 27-28)  the Mother (of Sri Aurobindo Ashram) has said 
that she lived the experiences conveyed by these lines as  she read them. And about the 
following lines in particular  

For ever love, O beautiful slave of God! 
O lasso of my rapture's widening noose, 
Become my cord of universal love. 

She has said, “And when I came to this particular line… I was as if I was suddenly swept up 
and engulfed in eternal truth. Everything was abolished except this:  “For ever love, O 
beautiful slave of God””. This line, she has said, gave her the most overpowering experience 
of the entire book.  

Take note also of the last line: “Built is the golden tower, the flame-child born.” The “golden 
tower” here refers to the tower of truth, the truth of the Supramental world, and “the flame-
child” refers to the new creation. More about this in our forthcoming instalment. 

 
(Mangesh Nadkarni retired as professor of Linguistics a few years ago. He enjoys sharing with as many people 
as possible what he receives from his study of Sri Aurobindo and the Mother)  
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The Indian tradition of literature, unique for its content as well as chronological development, ran in two lines : 
Mythological and Pragmatic. 

Beginning with the Vedas at the dawn of civilisation the first line branched out into the Upanishads, gave way to 
the epics and the Mahapuranas, followed by Upapuranas and the rest. 

The second line consisted of the Brihat Katha (the precursor of the Kathasaritsagara), the Jatakas and the 
Panchatantra, etc. They shed light on different aspects of life, on its worldly and other worldly complexities, 
sometimes didactic (as in the Jatakas) but more often simply expository of the various possibilities of life. 

Between these two lines quietly ran a third, the treasure of tales told by the hermits, mendicants, ascetics and 
other mystics. Profound for psychological studies, sharp with mystic experiences, these tales of light, wit and 
delight remained a oral tradition for the most part. 

We propose to serialise some of them, "retold by a master story teller of our time - one of the best-loved writers 
of India" - as the India's National Academy of Letters introduces the author, Manoj Das. 

 

A Gift for the Queen 

Manoj Das 
___________________________________________________________________________
_ 

A sage camped at the foot of a hill.  Those who knew that he was a great soul went to meet 
him and sought his blessings. 

By and by more and more people went to him out of sheer curiosity.  “If the sage truly has 
some spiritual power, maybe his blessings would benefit us.  Why not visit him and bow to 
him?  We are not losing anything!”—was their attitude. 



The queen of the land too heard about the sage.  Her mind was beset with several problems.  
Once she saw the sage passing by the palace, from her window on the top floor of her palace.  
There was a serenity on the sage’s face that impressed her.  She told her chief maid that she 
would like to meet him. 

Next day the queen’s chief maid met the sage and conveyed to him the queen’s desire to see 
him.  “She is welcome,” said the sage. 

In the afternoon, riding her bejeweled palanquin, the queen arrived at the foot of the hill and 
walked into the sage’s presence. 

She prostrated herself to him.  When she lifted her head, the sage held out something for her.  
She spread her palms and the sage placed on them a gold necklace. 

The queen was surprised.  She had expected a flower or a fruit or a bit of the sacred ash or a 
little sandalwood paste.  She did not look for any costly present from a hermit.  She hesitated; 
her palms continued to remain unfolded. 

“My daughter, are you not a queen?  Should I not give you something which befits your 
status?” the sage said with a smile, as if he had already understood what intrigued the queen. 

“But, Baba, I had no desire for receiving a costly gift from you!” murmured the queen. 

“What would you like to have?” asked the sage. 

The queen had not expected the question.  She did not know what to say.  “But I have a large 
number of costly chains!” she muttered. 

“That’s only natural.  Tell me, what would then please you?” the sage asked affectionately. 

“Give me something that would help me find God,” she said. 

“My daughter, if you are looking for God, this necklace should one day give you the clue to 
that.  But continue in your quest.  Do not give it up,” advised the sage. 

The queen was happy.  “Baba, should I wear it like any other necklace?  Does it require any 
special attention?” she asked. 

“This does require some attention—not very special.  Just take it out before you fall asleep 
and keep it under your pillow.  In the morning put it on again, while reminding yourself of 
your quest,” instructed the sage. 

The queen took leave of the sage.  As days passed, she grew more and more fond of the 
necklace.  There was something very charming about it.  That is what she felt, though for all 
the others there was nothing extraordinary about it.  She never forgot to take it off at night 
and keep it under her pillow.  The first thing she did in the morning was to put it on. 

One morning she did not find the necklace under her pillow.  She looked for it again and 
again—under the pillow, under the bed and also under the bedstead.  She shouted for her 



maids.  They came rushing and they too looked for it as best as they could.  But the search 
proved futile. 

Soon the queen’s younger sister was informed about the mysterious disappearance of the 
necklace.  She knew that there was a festive function in the palace at night and the queen had 
retired to bed very late and very tired.  She did what the maids had not dared to do.  She 
examined her elder sister’s person and then laughed aloud!  Indeed, her guess was correct.  
The necklace was hanging around her neck!  She had neglected taking it off at night. 

The queen felt a great relief, for that was so important to her!  Suddenly a question arose in 
her mind: “Had this incident anything to do with the sage’s assurance that the necklace would 
prove a clue to her quest for God?” 

The answer too came at once: “The necklace was with me, still I was looking for it 
everywhere.  God is within me.  Must I look for Him somewhere outside?” 

The queen began to meditate on this revelation and felt amply rewarded. 

 
(Manoj Das is an internationally known creative writer. He is the recipient of India’s national recognition, the 
Sahitya Akademi Award and the nation’s most prestigious literacy award, the Saraswati Samman. As a social 
commentator, his columns in India’s national dailies like The Times of India, The Hindustan Times, The Hindu 
and The Statesman, revealing the deeper truth and the untraced aspects behind current issues, have been highly 
appreciated.)  
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Spontaneity 

The Mother 
____________________________________________________________________  

I suppose most of you come on Fridays to listen to the reading of Wu Wei. If you have 
listened, you will remember that something’s said there about being “spontaneous”, and that 
the true way of living the true life is to live spontaneously.  

What Lao Tse calls spontaneous is this: instead of being moved by a personal will—mental, 
vital or physical—one ought to stop all outer effort and let oneself be guided and moved by 
what the Chinese call Tao, which they identify with the Godhead—or God or the Supreme 
Principle or the Origin of all things or the creative Truth, indeed all possible human notions 
of the Divine and the goal to be attained. 

To be spontaneous means not to think out, organise, decide and make an effort to realise with 
the personal will.  

I am going to give you two examples to make you understand what true spontaneity is. 
One—you all know about it undoubtedly—is of the time Sri Aurobindo began writing the 
Arya,1 in 1914. It was neither a mental knowledge nor even a mental creation which he 
transcribed: he silenced his mind and sat at the typewriter, and from above, from the higher 
planes, all that had to be written came down, all ready, and he had only to move his fingers 
on the typewriter and it was transcribed. It was in this state of mental silence which allows 
the knowledge—and even the expression—from above to pass through that he wrote the 
whole Arya, with its sixty-four printed pages a month. This is why, besides, he could do it, 
for if it had been a mental work of construction it would have been quite impossible. 

That is true mental spontaneity. 

And if one carries this a little further, one should never think and plan beforehand what one 
ought to say or write. One should simply be able to silence one’s mind, to turn it like a 
receptacle towards the higher Consciousness and express as it receives it, in mental silence, 
what comes from above. That would be true 
spontaneity.  

Naturally, this is not very easy, it asks for preparation. 



And if one comes down to the sphere of action, it is still more difficult; for normally, if one 
wants to act with some kind of logic, one usually has to think out beforehand what one wants 
to do and plan it before doing it, otherwise one may be tossed about by all sorts of desires and 
impulses which would be very far from the inspiration spoken about in Wu Wei; it would 
simply be movements of the lower nature driving you to act. Therefore, unless one has 
reached the state of wisdom and detachment of the Chinese sage mentioned in this story, it is 
better not to be spontaneous in one’s daily actions, for one would risk being the plaything of 
all the most disorderly impulses and influences. 

 
1. It was in the review Arya, within a period of six years (1914-1920), that Sri Aurobindo published most of his major works: 
The Life Divine, The Synthesis of Yoga, The Human Cycle (originally The Psychology of Social Development), The Ideal of 
Human Unity, Essays on the Gita, The Secret of the Veda, The Future Poetry, The Foundations of Indian Culture (originally 
a number of series under other titles).  
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Bodhisattva Padmapani 

 

"...the peculiar appeal of the art of Ajanta springs from the remarkably inward, 
spiritual and psychic turn which was given to the artistic conception... " 

Sri Aurobindo  

 
Bodhisattva Padmapani from Ajanta, Cave 1.  

  

 


